Stacy and Debbie sat on their couch staring at their TV as porn played endlessly. The house was a mess, sex toys and cum stains on every surface. It took several rings of the doorbell before either moronic slut noticed the sound enough to pry their eyes off the screen.

"Ah'll get it . . . !" said Debbie as she wobbly stood to her feet. Stacy just nodded slowly and grunted as a bit of drool dripped onto her tits. Debbie wiggled her generous rear as she walked to the door. She struggled with the doorknob a moment before successfully opening the door wide to show herself to the world in all her glory. Her thick voluptuous milf body barely contained within a tube top and miniskirt, she idly groped her breast as she blinked doe-eyed at the person at the door. "Yah here for a fuk?"

"Ew, no. I'm here because you idiots haven't been collecting your mail or taking care of your lawn. God, your place is such an eyesore, how do disgusting sluts like you even afford it?" Martha from next door eyed Debbie derisively as she shoved the slut's collected mail at her.

"Well, folks'll pay fer fuckin', hun . . . Duh!" Debbie rolled her eyes and grabbed the letters, staring at them for a long moment. As she did a massive dildo finally slid free of her soaked pussy, hitting the ground with a splat. She didn't even notice but it made Martha flinch. Finally, Debbie remembered she couldn't read and tossed the letters on the floor. "So, yeh wan' me tah lick ya out or wha'?"

"Ew, that's it I'm leaving, you filthy whore!" Martha fumed and turned around to make her way towards her house across the street. Debbie simply shrugged and walked back to the couch, not even bothering to close the door all the way.

"Mama? Why's that lady so mean?" Stacy blinked slowly, doing her best to comprehend the conversation that just happened.

"I'unno, hun. Jus' some stucked up bitch, ah guess!" Debbie shrugged uncaringly as she sat down and finally noticed her missing dildo, starting to look around for a replacement.

"Well, I wish more folks 'round here was like us, Mama . . . ." Stacy pouted briefly, even as the forgotten idol statue across the room began to enact her wish, a wall of retroactive changes spreading over the neighborhood.

Martha . . . No, Mimi, was just reaching her door when she blinked at it. She couldn't remember how this worked! She couldn't even remember why she was out here. She'd always been a dumb bitch. The overly tight yoga pants even had the word 'Bitch' emblazoned on her ass. Not that she could read it. That was probably also why she'd bought it a couple of sizes too small for her fantastic ass and the pants already had some stitches burst. For now, though, Mimi was trying to remember how doors worked. With no ideas in her empty blonde head, she finally defaulted to what she always did. She dropped to her knees, another seam bursting between her legs to show her juicy slit. She started grinding her huge tits on the door as she proceeded to start suck and lick on the knob! Surely, eventually, it'd open for her if she got it off!

Across the street, Joe was watching Mimi through the window. He was a big brute of a man, muscular and built like a house. He grunted stupidly as he eagerly pumped his massive cock. The muscles in his arm flexed and bulged as he pumped his cock with mindless abandon. With a groan of pleasure, he came, his seed splattering across the window like many times before. With feral eagerness his wife who had been waiting kneeled below the window stood up and started frantically licking her husband's seed off the glass, her large semen soaked tits pressing against the window and giving a show as she licked the window clean. As soon as she was back on her knees and Joe could see the sluts of the neighborhood again, he immediately resumed his masturbation without restraint.

Candi sat outside on her overgrown lawn, relaxing naked in an inflatable pool. The powerful vibrator inside her made the water ripple and her tits jiggle with the force as she laid back her head and turned off her tiny brain. She didn't even notice as her adult daughters made out together in the grass next to her.

Down the street, Bobi giggled as his friends walked through the door. Before the change, they may have been showing up to watch the football game, but now the lot of them were there for his stupid twink ass. He waved at them coyly and rubbed his thick femboi thighs together. His dick poked up out of the top of the minuscule hotpants that struggled to contain his bulge and ass. He couldn't remember any of their names but he at least knew all his friends by dick.

Janet sat out on the porch in her tiny jorts and flannel shirt. She idly rubbed her big pregnant belly as she finished off yet another beer. When her brother and baby-daddy walked out she looked up at him expectantly and spread her legs, surely he could still get it up and in her, he had for the last six pregnancies!

Meanwhile, Debbie rolled her eyes at her stupid daughter. "Whatchya on about? Lotsa folks is like us 'round here."

"Uh . . . Oh, yeah!" Stacy blinked in dull confusion.

"Gawd yer dumb!" Debbie rolled her eyes again.

"Sh-shut up! Don' be mean! I's wish I wuz more smarter than you!" Stacy glowered, focusing her limited mind on spite at her superior mother.

"Wha?" Debbie blinked slowly, one eye at a time. She always had trouble keeping up with her smarter daughter with her pitiful IQ of 35. She sat there utterly naked in a puddle of pussy juices, lube, and drool. Her bare tits were drenched with saliva as her jaw hung slack.

"Never mind ya dum cow!" Stacy grinned and pat her stupid mother on the head.

"Heheheh! Me dum cow!" Debbie repeated happily, not really comprehending but loving the pats. "Uhhh . . . Stacy? Mama ferget. Which hole for fucks?" She stared down at herself slack-jawed, trying to peer between her huge tits.

"Gawd... Ah 'splaineded it this mornin' Mama! Ah's not doin' it again you dummy!" Stacy groaned and turned her attention back to the porn on TV. Just trying to get fucked for money and operate the porn box was already as much as her simple brain could handle. It's not like her drooling mom could do it.

"Uh . . . 'kay . . .?" Debbie drooled and tried to think, staring down at herself for a full five minutes un-interrupted until an 'idea' occurred to her. Squealing in delight at herself she reached down with both hands and stuck a few fingers into her ass and a few into her pussy. She'd meant to use that to figure out which felt good but they both felt good and no sooner had the sensation hit her than she forgot what she was doing. Giggling stupidly she humped her hand and fingered her ass. Eventually, she fell forward, tits splashing into the puddle of sex juices and lube. She didn't even notice, eyes rolling back as she drooled and fingered herself.
